Your eyes, the lucid cressets of love's seat,
the torches kindled in the realms of light,
have by a glimpse of their angelic sight
entrapped my wandered heart with bitter sweet.
I know not how my star-entangled feet
may break the bonds of your extreme delight,
but if the fowler draws the meshes tight,
let her prepare the victim's winding-sheet.
Bright eyes, my wound, my blessing and my curse
heal, like Achilles, your own cicatrice,
against his mortal, with immortal ointment!
But all in vain to plead with sorcerers*
No pain of mine, but your indifferences
are love's irreparable disappointment*